in a darkened room, commiserated with the city elders, white-
headed, grey-bearded, shaven-pated, about this disaster to
Goblenz. A Rembrandtesque scene, I thought, as I watched
him. Then he went back to Berlin.

The Rhineland was free. For me the stench of death hung
over it all. I had shared the joy of the Rhinelanders in their
freedom regained but I felt instinctively what it was going to
lead to. The liberation of the Rhineland, though the actual
struggle for power was to continue awhile, marked the end of
the young German Republic, which, with many defects, was a
humane and enlightened community of men, moving upwards
and onwards. It opened the door to a future which held for
Germany martial madness, mass hysteria, of the kind to which
England gave way on Mafeking Night. Germany was to develop
a kind of permanent Mafeking spirit, an obsession of bellicose
self-aggrandizement and self-commiseration.

At the end may lie glory, as Napoleon understood it. Ten
million dead, possibly; enlarged or diminished frontiers, who
knows? For me the grotesque figure hanging on the barbs,
dead in the moment of patriotic festival, was the emblem of the
Germany that grew out of the liberation of the Rhineland.
Gannon-fodder; parade-fodder; cheer-fodder; plebiscite-fodder.
Germany threw away with both hands the right to reason why.
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